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Roger  the  Miller. 


Young  Roger  the  Miller  he  has  courted  of  late, 
A  farmer's  young  daughter  calledbeautiful  Kate, 
Whose  wealthy  portion  was  full  fifty  pounds, 
Besides  stores  of  riches  with  forbela  gowns. 

Silk  ribbons,  fine  laces,  with  diamonds  &  rings 
With  sumptous  apparel  and  twenty  fine  things, 
This  amorous  beauty  and  .money  likewise, 
Has  so  tickled  his  fancy  and  dazzled  his  eyes. 

That  he  was  obliged  to  tell  her  his  mind, 
Desiring  that  she  would  prove  loving  and  kind, 
Eor  no  other  woman  should  e'er  be  his  wife, 
For  she  was  the  jewel  and  joy  of  his  life. 

He  often  repeated  fine  stories  of  love,  j; 
Hew  constant  he'd  be,  &  how  faithful  he'd  provi 
Until  this  loving  creature  began  to  relent,  j 
And  with  her  friends  liking  she  gave  her  consenl 

All  things  being  agreed  that  the  wedding  should  1 
With  Roger  the  miller  as  here  you  do  see 
The  day  was  appointed,  the  money  was  told, 
Which  was  a  bright  portion  of  silver  and  gold. 

But  Roger  he  then  to  her  father  said, 
Ohi'll  not  wed  this  beautiful  maid. 


Altho'she  be  beautiful  charming  and  fair, 
Without  the  additon  of  Tib  the  gray  mare 

Her  father  made  answer  unto  him  with  speed, 
Tho'  you  would  have  married  my  daughter  indeed 
And  not  the  gray  mare — but  since  it  is  thus, 
My  money  once  more  I  will  put  in  my  purse. 

And  since  I  am  her  father  I  solemnly  swear, 
I'll  keep  both  the  money  and  Tib  the  grey  mare 
The  money  soon  vanished  out  of  his  sight. 
And  so  did  young  Katie  his  joy  and  delight. 

And  he  like  a  blockhaed  was  turned  out  of  doors 
Forbidding  him  ever  to  come  any  more. 
Young  Roger  began  his  locks  for  to  tear, 
And  wish  he  never  had  asked  for  the  grey  mare 

But  five  days  thereafter  or  little  above. 
He  happened  to  meet  with  young  Katie  his  love 
Saying  O  lovely  creature  do  you  not  know  me 
If  Fm  not  mistaken  I've  seen  you,  said  she. 

Or  one  in  your  likeness  with  long  yellow  hair 
Who  once  came  courting  my  father's  grey  mare 
Oh  no  it  was  you  that  a  courting  I  camo^ 
As  sure  as  you're  beautiful  Katie  by  name 

Oh  now  says  she  you  need  not  deny. 

For  the  truth  of  the  matter  was  very  well  tryed 
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For  unto  my  father  you  solemnly  Swate, 

You  would  not  wed  me  without  his  grey  mare. 

I  must  needs  acknowledge  I  would  haVe  both, 
That  some  time  for  pleasure  we  might  have  rode 
Not  thinking  that  he  would  have  any  dispute, 
By  giving  his  daughter  the  grey  mare  to  boot. 

Before  he  had  lost  such  a  dutiful  son, 
But  now  I  am  sorry  for  what  I  have  done 
Be  sorry,  says  Katie,  I  value  you  not, 
Thet's  young  men  enough  in  this  world  to  be  goto 

But  surely  the  man  must  be  at  his  last  prayer, 
Who  would  marry  a  wife  for  the  sake  of  a  mare 
For  the  price  thereof  it  was  not  very  great. 
So  farewell  Roger,  go  mourn  for  your  Kate. 


THE 

Bonny  House  o'  Airley 

It  fell  on  a  day,  and  a  bonny  summer  day, 
"When  the  corn  grew  greoi  and  yellow. 

That  there  fall  out  a  great  dispute, 
Between  Argyleand  Airley. 
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Argyle  has  raised  a  hundred  men, 

A  hundred  men  and  mairly, 
And  he  has  gone  to  the  back  of  Dunkeld, 

To  plunder  the  bonny  house  of  Airley. 

The  Lady  looked  over  her  window,  ' 
And  oh  !  but  she  looked  weary,     /.aJ^^^  y 

And  she  espyed  the  great  Argyle, 

Coming  to  plunder  the  bonny  house  o'  Airley 

Come  down,  come  down,  Madam  he  says, 

Come  down  and  kiss  me  fairly; 
I  will  not  kiss  thee  Great  Argyle, 

Tho'  ye  dont  leave  a  standing  stone  in  Airley* 

Me  has  taken  her  by  the  middle  so  small. 
Says,  Lady,  where  is  your  dowry  ? 

Tis  up  and  down  the  bonny  burn  side. 
Among  the  plantings  of  Airley. 

They  sought  it  up,  they  sought  it  down. 

They  sought  it  late  and  airley  ; 
And  found  it  in  the  bonny  balm  tree, 

That  shines  on  the  bowling-green  of  Airley 

He  has  ta'en  her  by  the  left  shoulder. 

And  oh  !  but  she  looked  weary. 
And  he  laid  her  down  on  the  green  bank. 

Till  he  plundered  the  bonn  house  of  Airley. 
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Oh  !  if  my  good  Lord  was  at  hame, 

As  this  night  he  is  wi^  Charlie, 
Great  Argyle  aud  a'  his  men 

Durst  not  plunder  the  bonny  house  o'  Airley 

*Tis  ten  bonny  sons  I  have  born, 

And  th'  eleventh  ne'er  saw  his  daddy, 

And  if  I  had  a  hundred  more, 

I'd  give  them  all  to  Charlie.  " 

! 


YOUNG    LOCH  INVAR. 

Oh,  young  Lochinvar  is  come  out  of  the  west ! 
Through  all  the  wide  border  his  steed  was  the  best 
And  save  his  good  broad-sword  he  weapon  had  none 
He  rode  all  unarmed,  and  he  rode  all  alone  ! 
So  faithful  in  love  and  so  dauntless  in  war, 
There  never  was  knight  like  the  young  Lochinvar, 

He  staid  not  for  brake,  &  he  stoppM  not  for  stone, 
He  swam  the  Esk  river  where  ford  there  was  none; 
But  ere  he  alighted  at  Netherby  gate, 
The  bride  had  consented,  the  gallant  came  late: 
For  a  laggard  in  love,  and  a  dastard  in  war 
Was  to  wed  the  fair  Ellen  of  brave  Lochinvar! 
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So  boldly  he  entered  the  Netherby  hall     £all ! 
^Mong  brides's  men,  and  kinsmen,  and  brothers  and 
Then  spoke  the  brides  father,  his  hand  on  his  sword 
For  the  poor  craven  bridegroom  said  never  a  word 
« Oh  come  ye  in  peace  here,  or  come  ye  in  war. 
Or  to  dance  at  our  bridal  ?  young  Lord  Lochinvar  I 

I  long  woo'd  your  daughter,  my  suit  you  denied  : 
Love  swells  like  the  Solway,  but  ebbs  like  the  tide. 
And  now  am  I  come,  with  this  lost  love  of  mine. 
To  lead  but  one  measure,  drink  one  cup  of  wine 
There  be  maidens  in  Scotland  more  lovely  by  far. 
That  would  gladly  be  bride  to  the  young  Lochinvar 

The  bride  kissed  the  goblet,  the  knight  took  it  up 
He  quaffed  off  the  wine,  he  threw  down  the  cup, 
She  look'd  down  to  blush,  she  look'd  up  to  sigh. 
With  a  smile  on  her  Hps  and  a  tear  in  her  eye. 
He  took  her  soft  hand  ere  her  mother  could  bar  [var 
^Now  tread  we  a  measure,'  said  the  young  Lochin- 

So  stately  his  form,  and  so  lovely  her  face, 
That  never  a  hall  such  a  galiiard  did  grace  ! 
While  her  mother  did  fret,  and  her  father  did  fume 
And  the  bridegroom  stood  dangling  his  bonnet  and 
plume. 

And  the  bride  -maidens  whispered,  'Twere  better 
by  far  [invar* 
To  have  matched  our  fail  cousin  with  young  Lock- 
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One  t^uch  to  her  hand,  and  one  word  in  her  ear 
When  they  reached  the  hall  door  and  the  charger 
stood  near. 

So  light  to  the  croupe  the  fair  lady  he  swung 
So  light  on  the  saddle  before  her  he  sprung, 
^  She  is  won  !  we  are  gone  over  bank,  bush,  and 
scaur  ;  (Lochinvar. 
They'll  have  fleet  steeds  that  follow  !'  quoth  young 

There  was  mounting  'mong  Graemes  of  the  Neth- 

erby  clan  [they  ran. 

Fosters,  Fenwicks,  and  Musgraves,  they  rode  and 
There  was  racing,  and  chasing  on  Connobie  Lea, 
But  the  lost  bride  of  Netherby  ne'er  did  they  see  ! 
So  daring  in  love  and  so  dauntless  in  war. 
Have  you  ere  heard  af  a  gallant  like  young  Loch- 
invar. 


To-morrow  may  never  arise, 
And  yesterday*s  over  and  gone, 

Then  think  on  to  day  as  it  flies, 
'Tis  all  we  ean  reekon  upon. 
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